A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES                       Si

But that soul was hard to reach. Not that it mattered. The abbe
Calou was jne of those people who, from their earliest days, are
vowed to a life of disinterested labour, whose affections ask nothing
in return for what they give. The trouble was that Jean would not
let himself be loved or protected. Though he had had the boy there
under his hand, and just a little watchfulness would have served to
make all well, the abbe had not been able to avert tie danger of this
nocturnal meeting between mother and son. What would happen
to Jean when he had left the Presbytery and was at large upon the
highways of the world? (for the abbe could not imagine that he
would ever be content to vegetate in a country chateau). Even
when he had left his roof, the abbe would feel himself still bound by
the responsibility which he had undertaken.. .. Where was he
now? How follow him? How reach him? Doubtless he would be
home before morning. If he were not, the abbe would just go out
and look for him. Meanwhile, there was nothing to be done but to
make some hot coffee. He went back to the kitchen, and, after open-
ing the shutters to let the moonlight in, lit a few twigs. This done,
he sat down in Maria's low chair, took from his pocket a rosary
made of olive stones, and stayed there motionless. The moonlight
touched the back of his head and shone upon his rough, amended
hair. He sat there with his arms resting upon his thighs. The
enormous hands, hanging down between his legs, took on a strange,
exaggerated significance.
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TpBAN had waited to put his plan of escape into action until he

I   heard the sound of the Cur^s regular breathing through the

1   floor. The clock had not yet struck eleven when he started off

down the moonlit road. The wind was at his back, and he rode

without effort in a state of tranquil intoxication, certain now that

6